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will. I feel ashamed for her, but she feels not thus herself. I must
restrain my anger that wishes to punish them at once, and I will
pretend that I am a stranger, and learn what she has to say. (To the
PRINCESS) Mistress Misery from the village, who is that fearsome-
looking, terrible man? Is he your brother? Or is he the husband of
your youth, whom you worship as a god? Enlighten me, my good
woman.

PRINCESS. Lord, we are united by the bonds tied in the golden
caves and jewelled monasteries in our previous lives. I married him
in youth, and I have loved and honoured him since then.

KING. Village-dweller with all the beauty and charms of a palace-
born, please explain to me how you came to be married to that fearful
and disfigured being. What are your origins and histories ?

PRINCESS. I submit this for your ears, my king. This ugly and
limbless body is my true husband, the mate of my heart and intes-
tines, the cousin I married at the tender age of fourteen. He then
wandered from the path of purity ; goaded on by his past sins, he stole
property, and was punished by royal justice. His parents and his
relations disowned him when he was lying lost and bleeding, and he
Tvas left all alone to die. . . . But I love him, lord, and I fear to break
the great moral rules by which a wife is bound to her husband. So I
bear all misery, all poverty, and all the grumblings of a crippled man.
I fear not even death in the service of my husband. I carry him
about in my basket. Going on a journey, carrying him to a place
where he wishes to go, makes me feel as if I were travelling towards
the abode of the gods, in my gladness. In some ways, I do travel to
the abode of the gods, for because of my great devotion to my husband,
I am sure to reach the towered kingdom on Mount Mayyu, where I
shall laugh and play.

KING. My ministers and advisers, I alone know the truth> I
alone can disbelieve the soft words of this couple, because I have
taken part in their history. The words of this woman are dried
of truth, they are all lies. This is a wicked woman, faithless
woman, blinded to morality, made unconscious to morality, through
being made numb by lust. I will tell you the true story of this
couple, of myself, and of my wanderings. Please listen, my noble
lords. They are the two who plotted to kill their prince in order that
they should live in adultery. When the six beloved brothers, and my
loving sisters died, I was afraid lest she, my wife, this woman, should
die. I loved her as my life, and carried her on my back, on hot sand,